The stone, the leaf, the water, and the star,
The flower, and the music, and the lyre,
The sound, the ear, and the player all these are
But many different names for my Lover.
Oh ! Then i found myself In each of these-
A player upon the broken - stringed iyre-
But one who could be one with the Poet-
The quintessent source of a!! my Love's fire.